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CHAPTER H. COSTETCXD.

"Did ye never see a binl with a crip-
pled wing, and sec how the poor little
.thing tried to fly and couldn't? Well,
this child, good as he is, holds down
that gal. Every cent she makes goes
to support herself ah' the child"

The breakfast bell rang, and Pete did
not complete his sentence.

That morning Warren noticed that the
eyes of the hired girl, who was sacrificing
.herself for her crippled brother, were
very large and blue, and her forehead

"was broad and high, and her features
--were regular. She was neat and tidy, and
did not look at all like the sloven
kitchen girls he had seen. Her hair

"was golden and neatly gathered in a
met. There was a sweet sadness upon
Tier face, which touched him not a lit
tle, when he remembered that all her
earnings barely supported herself and
3ierbrother.

CHAPTER m.
AT CITCnCH THE M0OSr.IT WALK.

Warren Stuart regarded the girl as a
commonplace mortal, and yet there

--was something a little more than com-
mon about her. He seldom saw her,

- save at mealtime, when she came in to
wait upon the table. She knew a serv-ant-

place, and kept it. She was mod-c- st

almost to shyness, and seldom spoke,
inever unless compelled to do so.

as he'supposed her to be. he
one day thought he discerned a poetic

.sadness in the large, dark blue eye,
as she stood like one in a reverie. The
kitchen work at Stuart's was no very
small matter, and it required all her
time and energy to accomplish her
part. She was nearly always busy, and
frequently when he saw that sad worn
face, and tired little form, he felt a

for her.
One evening after the day's work

was done, he was passing the kitchen
where Helen would insist on staying,

.and heard her engaged in an animated
conversation with her brother. It was
si simple conversation such as a child
:might understand about Heaven. Li-
ttle Amos was asking his sister if he
.should be relieved of his infirmities
there, and whether or not he would see

3iis mother and father. The answers of
the girl were low and sweet, assuring
the little cripple that he would suffer no
jain there, and would meet those who
had gone before. Simple and common-
place as the conversation was, it had
something about it which affected War-.re-n.

It was Warren's intention to remain
rat home during the summer, and early
.in the fall seek a location to enter into
the practice of his profession. It was
now the busy season for farmers, and
he did not meet many of his former
.friends and acquaintances. The second
.Sunday after his return was the day for
preaching in the Sandy Fork school-Jious- e.

The Mcthodit had taken this
lin one of their circuits, and sent
llev. Allen Blaze, a famous "gospel
pounder"' to pre.ch there once a month.

The school-hous- e was alxmt three-'fourt-

of a mile from Mr. Stuart's and
down the creek known as Sandy Fork
Jt was well hidden in the trees and the
road to it led through the forest. The
new preacher was verv popular and his

--audiences were always large. Not
imfrequently the school-hous- e failed to
hold them and manv stood outside at
the door and windows.

Peter Stair, the peddler, had been his
rounds and "dropped in ' at the Stu

--art's the night before the Sunday on
--which Mr. Blaze was to preach.

"You'd better go'n hear him,'' said
.Peter to Warren. "He's a regular
rttormer, I tell ye. He can make
things Haze, too. His sermons arc all
wool, hand-mad- e and warranted not to
fade. You can hear one on Sundav,
and it'll keep a ringin' through ycr
ears all the rest o the week just like

-- one tunc at a dance. Besides, some-
times he fairlv lifts a feller out o' his

.boots. He raises ve so high.ve can
anost git a bird's-ey- e view o' the New

--Jerusalem.
Warren consented to go, and the

tnext morning the horses were hitched
to the wagon, himself, his father and

another and sister got in and drove oft
to the school-hous- e. The other two
lxys went on horseback, preferring a

.gallop through the woods to the case
and comifort of any wagon or carriage.

Why, helloa! Warren, how are you?"
:said Mr. Arnold, the moment he
flighted from the wagon in front of the

school-house, Mr. Arnold dropped the
istick on which he was whittling to take
"Warren's hand. He was a man a little
over medium height, somewhat slender,
"with sandy hair and whiskers, which
were only on his chin, and cropped

ihort.

BLtaT'Sf

""I SCFTOer TOU HATE COKE BACK X
OCTOB?"

"I suppose vou have come back
mong us a fuMedged doctor?" be

"Went en. So say. . w

"That remains to bu cen, r. Ar-
nold," said Warren.

He was now surrounded by the old
men and young men of the neighbor-
hood, each extending to him a kindly
greeting.

Warren was a sort of favorite in
the neighborhood, and all were glad to
see him back. Mrs. Arnold,. ami even
her daughter, Mis3 Hallie, a sprightly
little creature with a somewhat florid
complexion and hair, and a face con-
siderably freckled, came to him and
insisted so earnestly that he should go
home with them for dinner that he
could not refuse. There was to be
preaching at night and he could go
home with hi3 parents then, so after
the sermon was over he got into Mr.
Arnold's carriage and sat down by the
side of Miss Hallie, whom he had known
since childhood. Miss Hallie did her
best in her shallow way to entertain
him, but a conversation on beaux and
dress has but little attraction for a
young man whose clothes still have the
college smell upon them.

The sermon at night was far more
impressive to our hem than the one in
the morning. Mr. Blase (old Blaze,
blue Blaze and many other blazes, as
he was called) took his text from
Matthew the XXV. wnd fortieth verse :

"And the King shall answer and say
unto them: Verily I say unto you:
Inasmuch a3 ye have done it unto the
least of these. My brethren, ye have
done it unto Me."

His theme was charity, and every
word seemed like an arrow sent home
to Warren's heart. When he alluded
to "the leat of these," the youth
thought of poor little Amos crippled
and helpless, and there seemed to raUe
above the minister a mist, which took
the shape of au angel, the face of
which was Helen's. He alluded to the
sacrifice made by some noble women of
the earth whose names were now known
not to fame, but inscribed in Heaven,
and whoe crown would be brightest
there.. The sermon from beginning to
end seemed inspired by the acts of he-

roic of that girl. Mr.
Blaze did not know there was such
a person in existence, yet, to use one of
Peddler Pete's characteristic expres
sions, his cloth was cut for any meas-
ure.

Why had he not before noticed that
this real heroine was wasting her life
for her little brother, was the thought
that came to Wan-en'- s mind; "I will
see my father and mother about it."
When preaching was over Mr. Blaze
and his wife consented to go home with
Mr. Stuart, and Peddler Pete being
there, the wagon was full without War-
ren.

" Never mind me, father," he said,
"It's only a nice walk and the moon
shines brightly." The truth is, our
young doctor preferred to walk alone,
that he might the better digest the dis-

course he had heard.
Pete insisted on walking in hi3 stead,

but he would not hear to it, and the
wagon rolled on with its human freight,
leaving Warren and alone. He
started brisklv down the wooded road,
but had gone only a short distance
when he almost ran against some one
who was tripping lightly along before
him.

" Excuse me," he said. There was a
timid acceptance of the apology, aud
the slight form drew back in the dark
part of the road for him to pass.

" It is so dark here ! " said Warren.
"Very dark, Mr. Stuart," responded

a voice, sweetly.
"I beg pardon, but is not this

Helen ? "
" It is, sir," was the timid response.
"Tfjre you at church ? "

Yfcs sir."
And arc now on your way home

alone?"
" Yes sir, but I don't mind it. I am

not afraid and the walk is pleasant."
Bui you shall not go alone, Helen;

I will be your escort."
"Oh, if you please, sir, I am not

afraid," the girl said, timidly. "The
moon shines brightly, and I do not
want to trouble you."

"Nonsense, Helen, it's no trouble to
me,'" he said, laughing, and he took her
arm as if she were some great lady.

They walked on and began to talk
about the sermon. Warren could not
but contrast the depth of Helen's con-

versation with the shallowness of Hallie
Arnold. As the timidity left her she
began to converse with a knowledge
surprising in a hired girl. Where had
she learned so much? was the question
our hero asked himself. As they came
out into a more open part of the road
the moon fell upon her upturned face.
Oh. how lovely it looked. The large
blue eyes were dark and brilliant. The
unconfined hair was ringlets of gold,
and the form, neatly, but not grandly,
attired, was beautiful.

They were just in the midst of an an-

imated conversation upon the sermon
when the moon's rays revealed the real
loveliness of Helen Lakcman. Warren
Arnold never has forgotten, and we are
assured he never will forget, that moon
light walk. He mav have had other
happy moments in his life, but this,
the first dawning of a pure love, was
the happiest moment of his existence.

He asked Helen why she did not go
to church in the forenoon, and she
answered that having to get dinner she
did not have time. She only got an
opportunity to steal away and hear the
word of God after she had done her
day's work and put little Amos to bed.

But why did you not go with
mother and sister in the carriage ?"

She made no answer to this and War-

ren bit his lip. There was room for
the minister, his wife, and even Peddler
Pete, but this poor girl, who was an
angel on earth, after toiling all day
Sunday, was compelled to walk a mile
and a half to church. The neglect of
bis parents, however, had given him
the blessed privilege of Helen's com-
pany, and he had discovered how pre-
cious she was to him

We will not attempt to record their
conversation. It was not of love, but
love itself. Both knew it, both felt, yet
both struggled against it. The old
farm-hou- was reached too soon, and
he conducted Helen, much against
her desire, to the sitting-roo- where
his parents and their visitors were.
'Had a bomb-she-ll exploded in the

room the astonishment of Mr. and Mrs.
Stuart coold rot have been greater.

Warren was sure there was a frown of
anger on the lace of his father, and a

IJlk
HAD A BOMB-SHE- EXPLODED.

leek of pain spread over his mother's
features.

" CHAPTEK IV.
PEDDLER PETE MAKES A RSVELATIO.

If Warren's parents felt any great
vexation, they did not evince it by
words. In an instant tae look of sur-
prise and pain had vanished from, their
features.

"Sit in here, Helen," said Mrs. Stu-
art, "we are going to have evening
prayer."

Helen, who was quick to perceive the
change in thetfcatures of her employ-
ers, knew they were displeased, and
was in the act of going to the kitchen.
Warren, knowing that he had done no
wrong, sat down upon the old-fas-h

ioned sofa, his whole soul aroused to
rebellion against his parents. Ho
possessed a proud, sensitive nature, and
the very fact that his parents had neg-
lected Helen Lakeman, and allowed
her to walk alone through the dark for-

est to church, vexed and annoyed him.
But his mother spoke kindly to her,
and he was somewhat mollified.

While Mr. Blaze was reading a chap-
ter from the Bible, he watched the face
of Helen, so beautiful, so sweet and
earnest. There was a heavenly piety
in it, which seemed to place a halo of
holy light about those golden curls.
She was opposite him. ami as she knelt
in praver he could but observe her.
The prayer of Mr. Blaze was earnest
and warm, but v arren heard verv lit
tle of it, When the amen was pro-
nounced and all arose to their feet,
Helen retired to her small room in the
rear of the kitchen.

Wairen could not sleep that night.
Many others have been in a like condi-
tion. A person may find sleep with
the toothache, with a broken limb or
when suffering the most intense phys-
ical pain, but, whoever went to sleep
when harrassed and annoyed with the
doubts, fear and hopes of love, until
completely worn out. This new emo-
tion had burst upon Warren so sud-
denly that he was almost overwhelmed.
After tossing about upon his bod for
sometime, in his vain effort to woo the
drowsy god, he arose and crept softry
down the stair-w.a- y. He went out into
the moonlight, and his eyes involunta
rily turned toward the rear kitchen
where was the small apartment which
was Helen's sleeping room. He'walkcd
down the wooded road, now so dear to
him by the recent walk from church;
he sat down beneath a large oak treo
and strove to cool his heated brain.
This was the weakest of follies, he
knew; but then we are weak creatures.

After finding it impossible to restore
the equanimity of his mind, be re-

turned to the houe. Now the dear old
farm-hous- e seemed doubly dear.

"Why am I so agitated, so annoyed
he asked himself.

Had the question been asked Warren
Stuart: "Are you in love with this
hired girl?" he would undoubtedly
have answered : " No," though he was
willing to admit that she was beautiful,
good as an angel, and possessed the
met lovcablc qualities of any person
he had ever met. Yet there was a cer-
tain pride in his nature, which revolted
at the idea of his marrying a hired girl.
This pride was not dead, anil would
have to be overcome before he could
be induced to propose marriage to
Helen ; but it was nunibed and might
be worn down by any sudden torrent of
feeling.

He returned to the house and crept
softly up to his room. Though he slept
but little that night, he was less rest-
less than before he took his moonlight
walk.

The next morning he was feeling
dull and heavy. His brothers had long
been up. and were feeding and curry
ing their horses, while their breakfast
was preparing. The minister and his
wife were going to Newton that morn-
ing and Warren was the person selected
to take them.

"I guess if yer goin' to town y

ril jist go 'long to take the train for
Chicago, said Peddler Pete ; "ve see
my stock's rnnnin' low, an' I had bet
ter replenish jist a little."

The preacher and his wife sat on
the rear seat, Pete, having asked panlon
and got the permission to light his pipe.
was enjoving asmoke during the morn
ing rule.

The road to Newton was through a
rich farming country. Sandy Fork
was the most fertile portion of the
State. On this delightful spring morn-
ing every thing seetued fresh and lovely.
The whistle of the plow-bo- y and songs
of the birds made the air melodious.
The fields lately plowed, were black in
the richness of their soil, the winter
wheat and oats made them look like
green canvas paintings. No picture
could express the loveliness of the
morning, for here nearly all the senses
were permitted to drink in the glories
of nature's loveliness

"This is a grand morninV" said Pete,
who possessed not a little poetry in his
soul, yet without the ability to express
it, "This is a lovely mornin'. Do ye
know, Warren, what it 'minds me of?"

" No," said Warren, whose mind had
been occupied ever since they started.
The minister and his wife were talking
and paying no attention to the men in
the front seat. Pete noticed this, and
leaning forward said, in a low tone :
" A certain little gal what works in a
gentleman's kitchen to get a livin' for
herself an' a crippled brother." The
shrewd peddler winked and fixed hi
eyes on Warren.

to be covnxcED.

"A lass (alas) I am no moreP'
the girl said whensae got married.

TALMAGE'S SEBMON.

An Easter Discourse on the "Over-
throw of the Monster."

Tk Slgalfleanea of Easter Sunday Evi-
dences of a- - 1I Rerametloa

Victory Orer Death Reoniea
of Body aad 8toL

Rev. T. OeWltt Talmage took Tor the
subject of his Easter sermon at tbe Brook-
lyn Tanernacle "The Overthrow of the
Monster." taking- - for his text:

He win swallow ap death la victory. Isaiah
xxT., a.

About 1S53 Easter mornings have wak-ne- d

the earth. In France for tares cent
uries the almanacs made the year begin
at Easter, until Charles DC made the year
begin at January 1. In the Tower of Lon
don tnere is a royal pay-ro- of Edward I.,
on waich there is an entry of eighteen
pence for four hundred colored and pict-
ured Easter ejrgs, with which the people
sported. In Russia slaves were fed and
alms were distributed on Easter.

Ecclesiastical councils met at Foatus,
at Gaul, at Rome, at Achata, to decide the
particular day, and after a controversy,
mora animated than gracious, decided it,
and sow through all Christendom, iasome
way, the first Sunday after the full moon
which happens upon or next after March
21 is filled with Easter rejoicing.

The Royal Court of the Sabbaths! is
made up of fifty-tw- Fifty-on-e are
Princes in tho royal household, bat East-
er Is Queen. She wears a richer diadem
and sways a more jeweled scepter, nnd in
her smile nations are irradiated. Unusu-
ally welcome this year, because of the
harsh winter and the late spring, she
seems to step out of the snow-ban- k rath-
er than the conservatory, come out of the
North rather than the South, out of the
Arctic, rather than the tropics, dismount-
ing from" an icy equinox, but welcome this
queenly day, holding high up in her
right hand the wrenched-of- f bolt of
Christ's sepulcher, and holding high up
in her left hand the key to all the ceme-
teries in Christendom.

It is an exciting thing to see an army
routed and flying. They run each other
down. They scatter every thing valuable
in the track. Unwheeled artillery, hoof
of horse on breast of wounded and dying
man. You have read of the French fall-
ing back from Sedan, or Napoleon's track
of 90,000 corpses in the snow banks of
Russia, or of the retreat of our own arm-
ies from Manassas, or of th five Kings
tumbling over the rocks of Bethoran with
their armies, while the s of
heaven and the swords of Joshua's host
strucK them with their fury.

In my textis aworse discomfiture. It
seems that a black giant proposed to con-
quer the earth. He gathered for his host
all the aches and pains and malarias and
cancers and distempers and epidemics of
the ages. He marched them down, drill
ing them in the northeast wind and amid
tho slush of tempests. He throw up barri
cades or He pitched tent
of charnel house. Some of the troops
marched with slow tread commanded by
consumptions, some in double-quic- com
manded by pneumonias. Soma he took by
long besiegement of evil habit, and some
by one stroke of the battle axe of casual-
ty. "Wita bony hand he pounded at the
door of hospitals and and
won all the victories in nil th9 great bat-
tlefields of all the five continents. For-
ward, march, the conqueror of conquerors,
and all the generals and commanders-in-chie- f,

and all presidents and kings and
sultans and czars drop under tho feotof
his war charger.

But one Christmas night his antagonist
was born. As most of the plagues and
sicknesses and despotisms come out of
tho East, it was appropriate that the
new conqueror should come out of tho
same quarter. Power is given
him to awaken all the fallen of
all the centuries and of all lands, and

thorn aeninst ths black giant.
Fields have already bocn worn, but the last
day of the world's existence will see the
decisive battle. When Christ shall lead
forth his two brigades, tho brigade of tho
risen doad, and the brigade of the celestial
host, the black giant will fall back, and
tho brigado from the riven sepulchres
will take him from benetth, and the
brigade of descending immortals wllltako
him from above, and death shall ba swal-
lowed up In victory.

The old braggart that threatened tho
conquest and demolition of the planet has
lost his throne, has lost his scepter, has
lost his palace, has lost his prestige, and
the one word written over all tho gates of
mausoleum and catacomb and Necropolis;
on cenotaph and sarcophagus, on the
lonely khan of the Arctic explorer and on
the catafalque of great cathedral; written
in capitals of axalea and caila lily, written
in musical cadence, written in doxology
of great assemblages; written on the
sculptured door of tho family vault, is
"victory." Coronal word, embannered
word, apocalyptic word, chiof word of the
triumphal arch under which conquerors
return.

Victory! Word shouted at Cullolen and
Balaklava and Blenheim, at Megiddo and
Solferino, at Marathon, where the Athe-
nians drovo back the Medes; at Potctiers,
where Charles Martol broke the ranks of
the Saracens; atSalamis. where Themis- -
tocles In the great sea-fig- confounded
the Persians, and at the door of the
Eastern cavern of chiseled rock, where
Christ came out through a recess and
throttled the King of Terrors, and put him
back in tho niche irom which the Celestial
Conqueror had just emerged. Ahal when
the jaws of the Eastern mausoleum took
down the black giant, "death was swal-
lowed up in victory." I proclaim the
abolition of death.

Tae old antagonist is driven bick into
mythology with all the lore about Stygian
ferry and Charon with oar and boat. Mel-
rose Abbey and Kenltworth Castle are no
more in rnins than is the sepulchre. We
shall have no mora to do with death than
we have with the cloak-roo- at a Gover-
nor's or President's levee. We stop at
such cloak-roo- and leave in charge of a
servant our overcoat, onr overshoes, onr
outward apparel, that we may not be im-
peded ti Ike brilliant round of the drawing--

room.

Well, my friends, when we go out of
this world we are going to a king's ban-
quet and to a reception of monarch, and
at the door of the tomb we leave the cloak
af flesh d the wrappings with which we
meet the storms of this world. At the
slose of an earthly reception, under the
brush aid broom of the porter the coat or
bat may be handed to us Better than when
we resigned it, and the cloak of humanity
will finally ba returned to ns improved
and brightened and purified and glorified.

You and I do not want onr bodies re-
turned as they are now. We want to get
rid of all their weaknesses and their sus-
ceptibilities to fatigue, and all their slow-
ness of locomotion. They will be put
through a chemistry of soil and heat and
cold and changing seasons, out of which
God will reconstruct them as much better
than they are now as the body of the
healthiest and rosiest child that bounds
over the lawn at Prospect Park is better
than the sickest patient in Bellevue Hos-
pital.

But as to onr soul, we will cross right
over, not waiting for obsequies, independ-
ent of obituary, into a state in every way
better, with wider room and velocities be-
yond computation; the dullest of ns into
companloiiship with the very best spirits
in their very best mood, in the very parlor
of the universe, the four walls burnished
aad paneled aad pictured and glorified
with all the splendors that the infinite
God in all the aces has been able to la-
tent Victory I

Tai fiew ef course Makes it at Vat lit-
tle baywtance whether we are niler sepultured. If the latter is duet to
just, Ue farmer U asher trtaias, Ifaay

prefer tncrheratioa let them have it
The world may become so

crowded that cremation maybe univer-
sally adopted by law as well as by general
consent Many of the mightiest and best
spirits have gone through this process.
Thousands and tens of thousands of
God's children have bsen cremated
P. P. Bliss aad wife, the evangelistic
singers, cremated by accident at Ashta-
bula bridge; John Rod gers, cretcated by
persecution; Latimer aad Ridley, cfemat-e- d

at Oxford: Potninus and Blmdtna, a
slave, and Alexander, a physician, aad
their comrades, cremated at the order of
Karens Aurelius at least one hundred
thousand of Christ's disciples cremated
a&d there can be no doubt about the re-
surrection of their bodies.

If the world lasts as much longer as it
has already been built, there perhaps
may be no room for the large acreage set
apart for tho resting places, bat that
time has not come. Plenty of room yet,
and the race need not pass that bridge of
fire until it comes to it. The most of us
prefer the old way. But whether out of
natural disintegration or cremation, we
snail get that luminous buoyant, glad-
some, transcendent, magnificent, inex-
plicable structure called the resurrection
body, you will have it, I will have it. I
say to yon as Paul said to Agrip-pa- :

Why should it be thoht a thin incredible
with you that God should raise the dead.

The far-u- p cloud, higher than the hawk
flies, higher than the eagle fiies, what is it
made of! Drops of water from the Hud-
son, otherdrops from the East River, other
drops from a stagnant pool out on Newark
flats up yonder there, and embodied in a
cloufl, and the sun kindles It. If God can
make such a lustrous cloud of water
drops, many of them soiled and impure,
and fetched from miles away, can he not
transport tho fragments of the human
body from the earth, and out of them bulla
a radiant body! Can not God, who owns
all the material out of which bones and
muscle and flesh are made, set them up
again if thev have fallen! If a manufact-
urer of telescopes drop a telescope on the
floor, nnd it breaks, can he not mend
it again so you can see through
it! And if God drops tha human
eye into the dust, the eye which
he originally fashiond. C3n" bs not
restore it! Aye, if the manufacturer of
the telescope, by a change of the glass and
a change of focus, can make a better glass
than that which was originally con-
structed, and actually improve it, do you
not think the fashioner of the human eye
may improve its sight and multiply the
natural eye by the thousand-fol- d addition-
al force of the resurrection eyel

Why should it be thought a thing incredblle
with you that God should raise the dead?

Things all around us suggest it Out of
what grew all thaso flowers! Out of the
mold and the earth. Resurrected! Resur-
rected! The radiant butterfly, where did
it como from! The loathsome caterpillar.
That albatross that smites the tempest
with its wing, where dil it come from! A
senseless sholL

Near Bergerac, France, in a Celtic tomb
under a block, were found flower seed
that had been buried two thousand years.
The explorer took the flower seed and
planted It, and it came up; it bloomed in
bluebell and heliotrope. Two thousand
years ago buried, yet resurrected !

A traveler says he found in a mummy-p- it

in Eypt garden peas that had been
buried there three thousand years ago.
He brought thorn out and on the 4th of
June, 1S44, he planted them, and In thiaty
days they sprang up. Buried three thou-
sand years, yet resurrected.

Why should it be thought a thing Incredible
with you that God should raise the deadt

Where did all this silk coma from the
silk that adorns your persons and your
homo3f In the hollow of a staff a Greek
missionary brought from China to Europe
the progenitors of thoso worms that now
supply the silk markets of many nations.
The pageantry of bannered host and the
luxurious articles of commarcial empo-
rium biasing out from the sUk worms.
And who shall ba surprised if out of this
insignificant earthly bodv, this insignifi-
cant earthly life, our bodies unfold into
something worthy of tho coming eterni-
ties.

Put silver into diluted nitre and it dis-
solves. Is the silver gjne forever! No.
Put in some pieces of copper and the silver
reappears. If one force dissolves, another
force organizes.

Why should it be thought a thing Incredible
with you that God should raise the dead?

The insects flew and tho worms crawled
last autumn feebler and feebler, and then
stopped. They have taken no food ; they
want none. They lay dormant and in-

sensible, but soon the south wind will
blow tho resurrection trumpet and the
air and tho earth wl be full of them. Do
you not think that &ol can do as much
for our bodies as ho dejs for tho wasps
and the spiders and tee snails! This
morning at 4:30 o'clock there was a resurr-
ection. Oat of the night the day. In a
few weeks there will bo a resurrection
in all our gardens. Why not some day
a resurrection amid all the graves!

Ever and anon there aro instances of
men and women entranced. A trance is
death followed .by resurrection after a
few days; total suspension of mental
power and action. Rev. Will-
iam Tennent, a great evangelist
of tho last generation, of whom
Dr. Archibald Atexinder, a man far from
being sentimental, wrote in most eulo-
gistic terms Rev. William Tennet seemed
to die. His spirit departed. People came
in day after day and said: "He is dead;
he is dead." But the soul that fled re-
turned, and William Tennet lived to write
out the experiences of what he had seen
While his soul had gone. It may be found
some time that what is called suspended
animation or comatose state is brief death,
giving the soul an excursion into the next
world, from which it comes baok, a fur-
lough of a few hours granted from the
conflict of life to which it must return.

Do not this waking up of men from
trance, aad this waking npof insects
from winter lifelessness, and this waking
up of grains buried three thousand years
ago, make it easier for you to believe that
your body and mind after the vacation of
the grave shall rouse and rally, though
there be three thousand years between
our last ureal h and the sounding of tbe
arohangelic reveille!

Physiologists tell us that while the most
of our bodies are built with such wonder,
ful economy that we can snare nothing.
and the loss of a finger is a hin- -
derment, and the injury of a toe-joi-

makes us lame, still that we have
two or three useless physical appa-rat- i,

aad no anatomist or physiologist has
ever been able to tell what they are good
for. They are no doubt the foundation of
the resurrection body, worth nothing to
us in this state, to be indispensably valu-
able in the next state.

The Jewish rabbis had only a hint of
this suggestion when they said that in the
human frame their was a small bone
which they said was to be the basis of the
resurrection body. Perhaps that may
have been a delusion. But this thing is
certain, the Christian scientists of our
day have found out that there are two or r
three superfluities of body that are some-
thing gloriously suggestive of another
state.

1 called at my friend's house oae
I found the yard all piled up

with the rubbish of carpenter and mason's
work. The door was off. The plumbers
had torn up the floor. The roof was being
lifted in cupola. All the pictures were
gone, and the paper-hange- were doing-thei-

work. All the modern improve-
ment were being introduced into that
dwelling. There was not a room in the
house fit to live in at that time, althosgh a
month before when I visited that house
every thing wa so beautiful leeald not
have suggested aa improvement My
friend had gone with his family to the
Holy Laud, expecting to come back at the
ead et six moatha, waea the buldiaff was

to be done. And, O! what was his joy
when at the end of six months, he returned
and the old house was enlarged and im-
proved and glorified.

That is your body. It looks well Haw-
aii the rooms filled with health, and we
eonld hardlr makes a suggestion. Bnt
after awhile your sonl will go on to the
Holy Land, and while yon are gone the
old house of your tabernacle will berecoa.
stmcted from cellar to atie, and every
nerve, muscle and bene ead tissue and
artery must be hauled over, and the old
structure will be burnished and adorned
and raised and cupolaed and enlarged,
and all the improvements of Heaven in
troduced, aad yen will move into it oa r
Direction day.

Forwe know that if our earthly house of this
tabernacle were dissolved, we have a building
of God. a house not made with hands, eternal
in ue neavens.

O, what a day when body and soul meet
again I They are very fond of each other.
Did your body ever have pain and your
sonl not pity ltt or your body have a ioy
and your soul not o it! or changing
the question, did your soul ever have any
trouble and your body not sympathize
with it! growing wan and weak under the
depressing influence. Or did your son
ever have a gladness bnt your body cele-
brated It with kindled eye and cheek and
elastic stepl Surely God never intended
two such good friends to be very long
separated.

And so when the world's last Easter
morning shall come the soul wilt descend,
crying. uWhere is my body!" and the
body will ascend, saying, "Where is my
soul!" aad the Lord of resurrection will
bring them together, and it will be a
perfect soul In a perfect body, intro-
duced by a perfect Christ into a perfect
Heaven.

Victory ! Do you wonder that y we
swathe this housewith garlands! Do you
wonder wo celebrate it with the most con-
centrated voice of song that we can in-

vite, and with tho deftest fingers on organ
or cornet and with the doxologies that
beat these arches with the billows of
sound as the sea smites the basalt of
Giant's Causeway! Only the bad disap-
prove of the resurrection.

A cruel heathen warrior heard Mr.
Moffat, the missionary, preach about t

and he said to the mission,
ary:

"Will my father rise in the last day!"
'Yes," said the missionary.

"Will all the dead in battle rise!" said
the cruel chieftain.

"Yes," said the missionary.
"Then," said the warrior, "let me hear

no more about the resurrection dy. There
can be no resurrection, there shall be no
resurrection. I have slain thousands in
battle. Will they rise!"

Ah, 'there will be more to rise on that
day than those want to seo whose crimes
have never been repented of. But for all
others who allowed Christ to be their par.
don, and their life, and their ressurreo
tion, it will be a day of victory.

The thunders of the last day will be the'
salvo that greets you into harbor. The
lightnings will be only the torches of tri-
umphal procession marching down to
escort you home. The burning worlds
flashing through immensity will be the
rockets celebrating your coronation
on thrones where you will reign
forever and forever and forever.
Where is death! What have we to do with
death! As your reunited body and soul
swing off from this planet on that last day
you will see deep gashes all up and down
the hills, deep gashes all through tbe val-
leys, and they will be the emptied graves,
they will be the abandoned sepulchres,
with rough ground tossed on either side
of them, and slabs will lie uneven on the
rent hillocks, and there will be fallen
monuments and cenotaphs, and then, for
the first time, yon will appreciate the full
exhilaration of the text:

He will swallow up death in victory.
Hail the Lord of earth and heavea!
Prateo to Thee by both be given ;
Thee we greet triumphant now.
Hail the resurrection Thou!

OUR LOST GIRLS.
A Mother Sadly Kerrat That She

Not Have tb Tralniac; of Ur Uaorb.
ter.
There has beea no mysterious disappear

ancc, neither have they wandered fromtha
paths of rectitude; they flit in and out ol
our homes, these bright sweet good girls,
but we have nearly lost them, and the
sense of loss Increases every day. Whea
they nestled in our arms, and we cared
for them so tenderly dnring the years of
helpless infancy, and delighted to watch
their development from babyhood into
young girlhood, we thought we could keep
them till that far-o- time when they should
leave home to seekedncational advantages,
or enter upon the world's work.

But alas! just as our daughters are en-
tering their teens, or before, we discover
that wo have lost them. Where have
they gone! We rub onr eyes, partly te
brush away the tears, and partly to con-
vince ourselves that we are not dreaming:
It is a fact that the average girl is restless
unless she can visit or receive visits from
some young lady friend most of the time.
The result is that the household tasks, if
she is so fortunate as to have any, a--e hur-
ried through with unseemly taste, to the
end that she may leave home as soon as
possible. The presence ofother girls dpnng
these tasks only adds to the haste and care,
iessness ef their performance, leaving very
bttle opportenlty for quiet attention te
home duties.

A mother said to me not long sinee: "Oh,
if I could only have my daughter to myself
a part of the time! I have no opportunity
for quietly training her, or cultivating her
companionsmp."

Evsry judicou mother may be able to de
Tor her daughters before they are fifteen
what can never be done for them after
that age. Sympathetic companionship;
little seeds of counsel dropped wisely here
and there; a knowledge of what the girle
are tAiBKing about and what they are In
terestedia;awise ignoring of somegirW
tsn loines ait these are needed, but caa
not be secured unless the girls spend coa- -
siderabie time at home, in the society of
their owe lanuiy circle. Oar homes should
not be simply boarding houses, where the
children eat and sleep, but dwelling
places, where they are to spend most of
their time out ef school hours.

Of course, girl should be allowed te
enjoy much freedom ef outdoor life, which
is essential to health as well as happiness.
They should be permitted: to cultivate,
within suitable limits,fHeadships with each
other, that often deepen and broaden into
a lifelong blessing. Staying at home, aa a
rule, aad visiting as aa exception will not
interfere with these social advantages.
The habit of berag able to enjoy one's owe
society occasionally is a valuable one; a
person who caa aot do this will always
carry a restless spirit thereby losing that
quiet strength of character which every
woman is sure to need in the varied expe
riences that make up her life.

"What is a mother for!" was asked ef
one who shrank a little from the labor and
anxiety of training a daughter.
Perhaps if all mothers would ask them-
selves this question,their mission and duty
would be more clearly denned in their owa
minds. The years speed by so rapidly thas
we can not afford to lose our dear girls be-
fore we must; and they een not afford te
lose a mother's companionship and train
ing during the critical years of early d.

Jfra. J. G. Ft$t, a Conpa.,fae--

in1 Ir you want knowledge, you must toft
for it; if food, you must toil for it; aad if
pleasure, you must toil for it Tcil is the
law. Pleasure comes through toil, and not
by or indolence. When earn
gets to love work his life is a happy oae,

Vu proof against that word faBem
I've sees, behind it The only failure a
mam ought to fear ie failure Ucteavlagte
the purpose he aees to be best Vmrm
lift!

AN AWKWARD WORKMAN.

Haw the Secretary of the Treasury la At
tesaptlac to Rapport Free Trade Bait
Adraaced Same Strong; Proteetloa

Our enterprising Sec-
retary of the Treasury seems as a gen-
eral thing to have adopted the rule of
the old Dutch magistrate who never
would hear but one side of a case be-

cause the other side was sure to bother
him, and invariably gave judgment for
the plaintiff, arguing that if he had no
grievance he would not have brought
a suit Occasionally, however, he
stumbles out of his conservative course
aud kicks out facts which are utterly
irreconcilable with the free-tra-

abominations so fondly cherished by
him. Such stumbling-block- s are char-
acterized as "the mare's
nests," one of which is on exhibition
at page 31, vol. 2, of his latest official
report. It forms part of a letter to
Hon. A. S. Hewitt present mayor of
this city, but who. at the date of the
letter, was chairman of the Con-
gressional

He therein demonstrated from
official Government statistics of the
two countries that the amount of im-

post duties levied in free-tra- do

Great Britain is as great when
estimated by the number of people as
that of the Protective United States, to
which the 7mA irorW would add that,
gauged by the relative pow-
er of the two countries, it is much
greater. His word3 are as follows:

"During the last year there was collected Is
Great Britain and Ireland from Imports the
equivalent of about a honored millions of dol-
lars while we collected nearly twice that sirar.

The tariff of great Britain and Ireland
is for, relatively, small islands, while ours Is
for a continent. The former is for CG.anjXU
while tae latter is for nearly 00,000,00" or peo-
ple.

In verification of his claim that the
British tariff exaction on imports are
simply enormous (while little if any
protective to British labor) he quotes
twelve articles, six of which we copy
thus:
Tobacco and snuff 9.776,00.1 ft6,E8n,4e5
Rum itljS lOvUlia!
Brandy 1.M0.V71 T.SOUC3
Wine 1.235.SIO 6.IT6JH0
Geneva (gin) T0.61i) 3.M3.0GC
Tea 4,793343 2J,97W15

Total on the 6 articles.. 33.973.213 rW.604.S63
As if to make the contrast between

the terrible tariff exactions of
free-tra- England and the compara-
tively light import taxes of this coun-
try, the Secretary remarks that one
page of our revised statutes, although
the typo is large, would give more than
room enough to print the British tariff
specifications, while our list of import
duties comprises "some four thousand
article."

Mr. Manning failed to perceive that
the American system of protection,
embracing "nearly four thousand
articles," indicates its widespread and

character which is
necessary to encourage the new and
struggling industries which are con-
stantly being established, and so dis-

tributed the cost of protection to Amer-
ican labor that it merits the enlogiumoi
Prince Bismarck, which is ns follows:

"The success of the United States In Na
tional development is the most illustrious ot
modern times. The American Nation has not
inly successfully borne and suppressed the
most gigantic and expensive war of all history,
but immediately afterward found emDloyment
for its soldiers and marines, paid off most ol
the debts, gave labor and homes to all the

of Europe as fast as they could ar-
rive within its territory, and still by a mntim of
taxation to indirect at not to be perceiced, much
Vttfeltr

But, strange to say, after so ad-

mirable a contribution to the canse ol
protection of American labor, the

like the cow who spoiled a
fine pail of milk by putting her dirty
foot into ft, defiled his good work by
illogically, not to say idiotically, pro-
ceeding to curse the system ho had in-

advertently shown to be comparative-
ly so good by intruding the vile hoof cl
free-tra- fallacies. Irish World.

POINTS ON PROTECTION.

J9"Instead of the States which ad-

vocate and practice protective teach-
ings being less educated, poorer and
more generally tormented than their
free-tra- sisters, more than three
times as many of their white citizens
can read and write, the average pro-
portion of realized wealth is more than
six times as large, and wages for farm
labor are nearly twice as great. Irish
World.

S9Whra the rs enter info
argument they should not attribute to
the tariff troubles that are caused mere-
ly by the disturbances which may ex-

ist between labor and the employer
class, growing out of the number of
working hours, and the dispute about
secret labor organizations. Chicago
lourndL

le"The final report of the royal com-
mission on the depression of trade in
Great Britain has been issued. The
most marked thing about it is the fact
that even the majority report admits
that the free-tra- de policy is, at least, a
partial failure. For instance, the free-
traders have persistently asserted that
"the consumers pay the duty;" but the
majority report admits that, notwith-
standing the increase in the quantity
af exports, "there can be little doubt
that the obstruction to our trade is
caused by the growing stringency ol
the commercial policy of those coun-
tries, tending to make it far las profit-able- ."

Tolidh Blade.

Notwithstanding the belief of
many that trepanning is of modern
origin, M. Vedrenes in a recently pub-
lished article shows that the practice
has been in vogue for cenutries among
the natives of Montenegro. In case ot
severe injuries to the head resulting
in acute pains, they will deftly cut out
a portion of the skull about a half-inc- h

in diameter, and insert a bit of sponge
with which to remove the extravasated-blood-.

It is a smgularcoincidence that
the Cornwall miners have implicit faith
in trepanning as the only adequate
mode of treatment for various injuries;
of the head. CongregalionalisL

One day mamma bad the ironing
to do. "What makes 'ou do vat?"
asked little Nelly. "I iron the clothes
to take the wrinkles out," mamma an-

swered. Three-year-o- ld Kelly was si-

lent for a moment; then she burst
forth: "Well, ven, why tam't'ouiron
oat dramma's face.?"

m

The Kissimmee Zsder is published
in Florida. It is a great favorite witltv
lovers aad young married people.
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